
 

 
 
 
 
 

My uncle, Dean Reuben Karau, came into 
this world on March 28, 1921, the second of 
four sons of lifelong Kewaneeans Louis and 
Edna Karau. Dean was good in school, 
delivered papers, and loved sports.  He 
shot marbles, he played basketball and 
golf, he bowled and hunted, but his 
passion was baseball, where he excelled. 
His high school yearbook proclaimed: 
“Bound to make baseball fame at that, 
He can run the bases in two seconds 
flat.” And that was in a school which 
didn’t offer baseball as a sport. 

The day after the December 7, 1941, 
Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor, Japan 
launched its invasion of the Philippines. 
The defense, led by U.S. General Douglas 
MacArthur, failed, and MacArthur aban-
doned the Philippines in mid-1942. He left 
behind 90,000 American and Filipino troops 
at Corregidor and on the Bataan Peninsula, 
but vowed, “I shall return.”  

Soon after Pearl Harbor, all four Karau 
boys were serving their country –Dean in the 

Navy, Ralph in the Coast Guard, Elwyn in the 
Maritime Service, and Don, married and with a baby 
daughter, in the Illinois Reserve Militia. 

Dean enlisted in September 1942. After basic 
training, he was assigned to the U.S.S. Hono-
lulu, a Brooklyn class light-cruiser commis-
sioned in 1938. The ship displaced 9,650 
tons, and was 608' x 61.’ It carried 15 6” guns 
and 8 5” guns, along with 4 aircraft. It could 
reach a speed of 32.5 knots, and carried a 
crew of 868. The ship had suffered minor 
damage from a near miss at Pearl Harbor.  

In 1943, the Honolulu operated out of 
Espiritu Santo with a task force attempting to 

engage the famous “Tokyo Express,” the name 
given Japan’s use of ships at night to deliver 
personnel, supplies, and equipment to its 
forces operating in and around New Guinea 
and the Solomon Islands.  

In mid-July, the Honolulu lost its front bow 
to a torpedo in the Battle of Kolombangara and 
returned first to Pearl Harbor and then to San 

Francisco for repairs. But by the end of 
1943, the ship had returned to the Solomon 
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Islands.  

As U.S. victories mounted following the 
Battle of Midway in June 1942, General Mac-
Arthur planned an invasion of the Philippines. 
By the fall of 1944, MacArthur was ready to 
proceed, starting with the invasion of the Phil-
ippine island of Leyte. 

In mid-October, MacArthur struck. He 
arrived off the coast of Leyte with an armada 
of 650 ships and 150,000 troops. The Japanese 
tried to stop MacArthur’s momentum, and 
Japanese pilots were daring, including the 
kamikaze pilots and those flying torpedo planes 
taking a heavy toll. But ultimately the Japanese failed 
as the U.S. Navy turned back the attempts time 
and again as it approached the Philippines. 

On October 12, the Honolulu departed 
from the staging area at Manus Island in the 
Admiralty Islands and steamed towards the 
Philippines to join in the invasion of Leyte. As 
part of a bombardment group, the ship entered 
Leyte Gulf on October 18. By October 19, the 
ship was about 6,000 yards off Dulag Town 
and firing on targets in the area. 

On October 20, the Honolulu again took up 
bombardment positions off Dulag and began 
firing anew. At 9:15 a.m., U.S. Army troops 
landed on Dulag beaches, commencing the 
invasion of Leyte. The Honolulu and other ships 
provided cover as the troop transports headed ashore. 

At 3:58 p.m., the Honolulu received a report of a 
torpedo plane over the island heading east through a 
rain squall. A minute later, ship lookouts reported a 
low-flying plane at about 100 feet above ground, a 
Japanese Nakajima B5N2 plane nicknamed the 
“Kate.” The ship’s captain ordered a change of 
course and the ship’s batteries opened fire as the 
plane approached the port beam. Although the plane 
appeared hit, the pilot drop-
ped a torpedo in the water 
about 1500 yards from the 
Honolulu. 

At 4:02 p.m., the torpedo 
hit the port side amidships, 
below the waterline. The 
ship was able to maneuver on 
its own at low speeds toward 
the shallower water off 
Dulag. 

Another ship pulled along the starboard side of the 
Honolulu for the transfer of casualties - 6 injured 
officers and 14 injured enlisted men. The next 
morning after muster, the total casualties suffered on 

October 20 were found to be two officers and 43 men 
missing; 19 enlisted men dead; and eight officers and 
27 enlisted men injured.  

The missing included my Uncle Dean. 

The next day, the Honolulu began limping out of 
Leyte Gulf on its way back to Manus Island.  

One of Dean’s friends on board the Honolulu, a 
Kewaneean as well, said that Dean was off-duty at the 

time of the attack, and would have 
been below deck. While Dean’s 
sleeping quarters were on the 
starboard side, he often slept in a 
friend’s bunk on the port side 
because it was cooler. He was at 
the point where the torpedo hit.  

Leyte Gulf became Dean’s 
final place of rest. 

The U.S.S. Honolulu anchored off Dulag  

 

The U.S.S. Honolulu shortly after being torpedoed  

 

A Japanese “Kate” torpedo plane 



 

On November 4 at 3:00 p.m., a memorial service 
was held at the Armed Forces Cemetery on Manus 
Island in honor of the 
Honolulu’s dead. 

Today, the Manila 
American Cemetery and 
Memorial in the Phil-
ippines, dedicated in 
1960, occupies 152 acres 
on a prominent plateau. It 
contains 17,058 graves, 

and 36,286 names are inscribed on 
rectangular limestone piers within two 
hemicycles called the Tablets of the Missing. 
Dean’s name is carved on one of the tablets. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Studs Terkel called his book on World War II 
“The Good War.” He wrote about, not the generals, 

politicians, and others who garnered 
most of the headlines, but the 
working folks who answered the 
call, doing what they had to do, men 
and women both. They didn’t 
consider themselves heroes or 
anything particularly special, just 
going about the business of being a 
man or woman living in a country of 
which they were proud. And we’re 
proud of them, lucky to have had 
them go before us to make the world 
a little bit better place.  

It seems trite, but I can only say, 
thank you, Uncle Dean. I never met you, but I was 
named after you, and I live today because of you and 
your sacrifice. And I still have time to try to live up to 
the example you set. 
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